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WINNIE   AND   HIS 
PETS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

US 

lived  in  a 
retired, 
lonely  spot,  in  a 
little    red    house 
which  stood  close 
by    a    grove    of   tall 
hickory     and    maple 
IHriiraH  trees.     Winnie's  mo- 
ther  was    dead,    and 
his  father,  who  was  a  poor,  mis- 
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erable  kind  of  a  man,  was  sel- 
dom at  home ;  so  the  poor  boy 
would  have  been  quite  alone  (for 
he  had  no  brothers  or  sisters) 
had  it  not  been  for  Ursa,  an  old 
colored  woman,  who  kept  the 
house  and  attended  a  little  to  his 
welfare. 

There  were  no  neighbors  living 
near,  and  the  village  boys  seldom 
came  that  way,  only  in  autumn, 
when  the  white  nuts  were  drop- 
ping from  the  old  hickories ;  and 
then  a  whole  troop  of  noisy, 
rosy-cheeked  lads  would  come 
every  morning  to  search  among 
the  rustling  leaves  for  the  nuts 
which  had  fallen  during  the  night. 
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Winnie,  who  was  very  bashful 
from  having  always  lived  almost 
alone,  dared  not  go  near  them, 
but  he  would  hide  among  the 
bushes  or  behind  the  fence,  and 
watch  them  and  listen  to  their 
happy  voices  and  merry  laughter. 

Every  morning  Winnie  would 
get  up  early  and  await  the  com- 
ing of  the  boys ;  but  when  it 
stormed,  and  they  did  not  come 
as  usual,  he  would  feel  very  rest- 
less and  unhappy. 

In  the  summer  Winnie  spent 
his  time  in  roaming  about  over 
the  fields  and  hills,  gathering 
flowers,  and  moss,  and  curious 
stones,  and  whatever  he  could 
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find,  and  making  friends  with 
the  birds,  and  bees,  and  butter- 
flies. Sometimes  he  would  spend 
a  whole  day  working  in  the  rude 
yard  in  front  of  the  little  red 
house.  By  the  help  of  old  Ursa 
he  made  several  nice  beds ;  but 
when  he  had  them  all  finished 
he  sighed,  for  he  had  nothing  to 
put  in  them,  not  even  a  single 
flower-seed,  nor  even  a  pink  root, 
or  a  marigold,  or  hollyhock. 

""Well,  I've  had  my  work  all 
for  nothing !"  said  Winnie  in  a 
sad  tone  of  voice  as  he  threw 
himself  down  upon  the  stoop, 
tired,  and  warm,  and  dripping 
with  sweat.  "  But  I  don't  care ; 
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it  looks  better  than  weeds  any- 
how, don't  it,  Ursa?"  and  he 
wiped  the  great  drops  from  his 
forehead,  and  tried  to  fan  him- 
self with  his  old  tattered  straw 
hat. 

"Yaw,  yaw,  mooch  better," 
replied  Ursa,  wishing  to  cheer 
the  boy. 

"  I  don't  know  as  it  does, 
either,"  said  "Winnie,  looking  at 
the  brown  earth.  "  I  guess  some- 
thing green  looks  better,  even  if 
it  is  weeds,  than  bare  ground, 
don't  you  think  so,  Ursa  ?" 

"  Yaw,  yaw,  mooch  better," 
again  replied  Ursa  in  the  same 
cheerful  tone. 
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"  Well,  I  don't  know  what  I 
sliall  do.  I  haint  got  a  single 
tiling  to  plant,  not  a  single 
thing !"  and  Winnie's  voice  trem- 
bled and  his  bright  eyes  drooped. 

"Now,  den,  don't  you  feel  so 
Lad,  but  jes  you  cheer  up,  leetle 
boy,"  said  Ursa,  patting  "Win- 
nie's head,  and  rolling  and  wink- 
ing her  eyes  very  knowingly. 
"Ise  got  suthin'  at'll  make  you 
larf,  I  tints." 

And  she  hurried  into  the 
house,  and  soon  came  back  with 
a  handful  of  seeds,  saying : 

"Dere,  den,  jes  plant  'em, 
an'  den  bymby  you'll  get 
posies  enough." 
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"But  what  are  they?"  asked 
"Winnie  eagerly,  his  eyes  bright- 
ening as  he  saw  the  handful  of 


"O  I  dunno;  can't  'member 
zactly  what  deyse  called.  But 
you  jes  plant  'em,  an'  dey'll 
grow  mos'  jes  like  a  tree,  wid 
big  leaves  and  big,  splendiferous 
yaller  blummies." 

"O  dear!  I  know  what  they 
are,"  and  Winnie's  face  fell,  and 
great  grief  was  in  the  tone  of  his 
voice ;  "  they  are  nothing  at  all 
but  sunflowers,  and  I  shant  plant 
'em  in  my  beds." 

"Yaw,  yaw,  dat's  jes  what 
dey  be;  but  you  jes  needn't 
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er  'spise  'em,  for  deyse  splendifer- 
ous, I  tints." 

"  I  don't  despise  'em.  They 
always  look  so  bright  and  happy 
I  can't  help  but  like  "em ;  but  I 
don't  want  'em  in  my  beds,  be- 
cause it  aint  the  place  for  'em. 
But  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do, 
Ursa ;  I'll  plant  'em  along  the 
fence." 

"Yaw,  yaw,  dat's  it!  An' 
you  can  jes  stick  in  two,  tree 
right  by  dis  winder  here,  where 
de  sun  shines  in  so  in  de  sum- 
mer." 

"  So  I  will,"  said  Winnie ;  and 
then  he  added,  as  a  new  thought 
struck  him,  "  0  no  I  won't  nei- 
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ther!  ^I'll  tell  you  what  I'm 
going  to  do,  Ursa.  I  know 
where  there  is  a  nice  large  hop- 
vine,  and  I'm  going  to  dig  it  up 
if  you'll  help  me,  and  set  it  un- 
der the  window,  and  then  it'll 
climb  clear  up  to  the  top  of  the 
house,  and  make  a  nice  shade, 
and  bear  lovely  hops  too.  And 
I'll  tell  you  what,  Ursa,  I've  just 
thought  of  something  else.  I 
know  where  there  are  enough 
roots  in  the  fields  and  woods  that 
bear  all  kinds  of  beautiful  flow-^ 
ers,  red,  and  blue,  and  yellow, 
and  white,  and  I'm  going  to  get 
lots  of  'em  and  set  'em  out  in 
my  beds,  and  then  by  and  by 
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they'll  blossom,  and  0  won't  they 
look  nice,  Ursa  ?" 

"Yaw,  yaw,  dat'll  be  nice 
enough,"  replied  Ursa,  rolling 
her  eyes  in  her  own  peculiar 
way,  and  patting  Winnie's  shoul- 
der, "and  nobody  could  ha' 
taught  on't  but  de  leetle  boy. 
O  youse  a  dabster  to  tink  about 
tings !  An'  bymby  you'll  make 
your  bit  o'  a  yard,  what  wasn't 
noting  'tall  more'n  a  briar  patch, 
lookin'  real  splendid  wid  de 
Jblummies."  . 

"  O  but  I  can't  do  it  all  alone, 
Ursa !  I  shall  want  you  to  help 
me  a  good  deal." 

"  An'  dat  I'll  do ;  dese  ole  brae 
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hans  jes  fit  to  dig.  I'll  out  wid 
all  de  roots,  an'  you  can  jes  do 
de  planning  'cause  as  how  youse 
more  tasty  like ;  you  knows 
more,  leetle  boy  as  you  be,  in 
one  of  your  leetle  fingers  den 
dis  ole  wool-head  does  in  her 
whole  body.  But  now's  jes  de 
right  time  to  dig  up  de  roots; 
we'll  be  arter  gettin'  on  'em  right 
off,  an'  den  we'll  hab  'em  all  sot 
out  'fore  night." 

"  O  but  I  want  a  great  many, 
Ursa  !  I  want  to  get  enough  to 
fill  my  beds  so  there  wont  be  one 
single  bare  spot." 

"  Yell  dat's  jes  what  you  can 
do ;  deyse  plenty  o'  time ;  we'll 
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get  'em  all  sot  out,  an'  den  we'll 
jes  bring  water  an'  gin  'em  a 
good  wettin',  and  den  de  night'll 
come,  an'  by  de  mornin'  dey'll 
all  be  'freshed  an'  wont  know  at 
anyting  'tail's  happened.  An' 
now  I'll  jes  get  de  spade  an'  de 
big  basket  an'  den  we'll  be  arter 
goin'." 
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CHAPTEK  II. 

"  1ST' IE 
put  his 
sunflower 
in  the 
ground,  and  set 
out  the  hop-vine 
and  flower  roots.  The 
night  was  cool,  and 
the  next  day  there 
was  a  gentle  rain, 
which  was  very  favorable, 
and  not  a  single  root  drooped 
or  died.  It  was  a  great  pleas- 
ure to  "Winnie  to  work  in  his 
little  garden  as  he  called  it; 
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he  did  not  suffer  a  weed  to  grow, 
but  dug  them  all  out,  and  attend- 
ed his  plants  with  the  greatest 
care.  He  watched  the  leaves  as 
they  put  forth  with  the  deepest 
interest,  and  when  the  tiny  buds 
began  to  appear  and  to  expand 
into  blossoms  he  was  filled  with 
delight.  He  would  spend  whole 
hours  together  in  looking  at 
their  beautiful  forms  and  colors, 
and  in  watching  the  gay  butter- 
flies and  dainty  little  humming- 
birds which  were  attracted  by 
them. 

"Winnie  was  very  fond  of  birds, 
and  he  was  so  kind  to  them  that 
they  became  very  tame.  He 
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was  never  throwing  sticks  or 
stones  at  them,  as  I  am  sorry 
to  say  some  boys  always  are, 
but  every  day  he  would  throw 
out  crumbs  to  them,  and  noth- 
ing would  please  him  more 
than  to  watch  them  come  and 
eat. 

While  the  flowers  were  bloom- 
ing, and  the  garden  was  filled 
with  birds,  and  bees,  and  butter- 
flies, "Winnie  was  quite  content. 
But  when  autumn  came,  and  the 
flowers  hung  black  and  withered 
on  their  stalks,  and  the  birds, 
bees,  and  butterflies  had  deserted 
the  garden,  he  began  to  feel 
lonely  and  sad.  He  wished  every 
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day  that  lie  could  only  have  a 
bird  in  a  cage,  or  one  of  the 
beautiful  gray  squirrels  that  he 
saw  every  little  while  running 
along  the  fences  or  darting  up 
the  trees.  But  he  had  nothing 
to  amuse  himself  with,  not  even 
a  cat  or  dog  for  company,  no- 
body but  old  Ursa,  and  she  was 
but  poor  company  for  him,  for 
when  her  work  was  done  she 
crept  into  a  corner  of  the  fire- 
place where  she  could  keep 
warm,  and  sat  and  dozed  away 
her  time. 

"O  dear,  what  shall  I  do?" 
said  Winnie  to  himself  as  he  sat 
one  cold  November  afternoon 
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watching  the  sparks  as  they  went 
chasing  each  other  up  the  chim- 
ney. "  Well,  I  know  what  I'll 
do  !  I'll  go  to  school,  that's  what 
I  will !"  he  cried  aloud,  clapping 
his  hands  so  sharply  that  old 
Ursa  gave  a  sudden  start,  almost 
falling  from  her  chair. 

"Wha's  datr  she  asked,  rub- 
bing her  sleepy  eyes. 

"O  nothing  much,"  replied 
Winnie,  laughing,  "  only  I  clap- 
ped my  hands  and  said  I  was 
going  to  school." 

"  To  school !"  cried  Urea  with 
open  eyes  and  uplifted  hands. 
"  dat  you  aint  a  gwine  to  do, 
Massa  Winnie !" 
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"  Why  I  guess  my  father'll  let 
me  go  if  I  ask  him,"  said  Win- 
nie, "  it  wont  cost  much." 

"  I  no  care  for  your  f adder !  I 
no  care  for  de  cost !  I  say  you 
no  go  to  de  school  dis  winter, 
Massa  Winnie  !"  saicl  Ursa,  lean- 
ing forward  and  shaking  her  fist, 
as  if  to  impress  her  words  more 
forcibly  upon  Winnie's  mind. 

"But  why  can't  I  go,  Ursa?" 
asked  Winnie,  quite  puzzled  at 
her  words  and  manner.  "I 
don't  see  anything  to  hinder.  O 
maybe  you  think  I  can't  walk  so 
far  every  day!  but  it's  only  a 
mile  to  the  school-house,  and  I 
can  go  that  just  as  easy  as  noth- 
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ing  at  all.  You  see,  Ursa,  I  can 
take  my  dinner  along  and  then 
I  wont  come  home  till  night." 

"  Wont  come  home  till  night !" 
cried  Ursa.  "  Now  on'y  hear 
dat !  Jes  's  if  I  was  gwine  to  stay 
here  in  dis  Innsum  house  all  de 
day  long  wid  nobody  to  speak 
de  fust  word,  on'y  de  crickets 
dat  lib  in  de  chimley.  You  go 
to  de  school !  You  jes  try  it 
once,  Massa  "Winnie,  an'  I  go 
too,  an'  den  you  see  who  make 
de  bread,  an'  wash  de  clothes, 
an'  keep  de  house." 

"But  you  surely  don't  mean 
it,  Ursa  ?  you  wouldn't  go  away, 
would  you  ?"  asked  "Winnie,  sur- 
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prised  at  the  idea  of  her  leaving, 
for  she  had  been  with  him  ever 
since  his  mother's  death. 

"  You  on'y  jes  try  it  once  and 
see,"  said  Ursa  shaking  her  head. 
"  I  no  promise  your  mudder  to 
stay  wid  you  when  you  wasn't 
here.  No,  no,  I  no  stay  here 
anudder  day  if  you  go  to  de 
school.  De  wind  screechin' 
roun'  de  house  an'  trough  dem 
are  ole  trees  'ud  be  'miff  to 
make  dis  ole  wool-head  go  crazy. 
I'd  tink  o'  noting  'tall  all  de 
time  but  de  spooks." 

"  But  you  could  sit  in  the  cor- 
ner and  sleep  just  as  you  do  now, 
Ursa,  and  then  you  wouldn't 
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hear  the  wind;  and  besides,  it 
don't  blow  all  the  time,"  replied 
Winnie,  hating  to  give  up  the 
idea  of  going  to  school. 

"  Der's  no  use  ter  talk,"  replied 
Ursa,  with  a  stern  shake  of  her 
head.  "I  neber  sleeps  when 
I'se  alone.  I  tinks  an'  tinks  till 
I  get  'en  a  mos'  'fraid  o'  mysel', 
so  when  you  go  to  de  school,  den 
I  go  an'  fine  a  place  somers  else, 
dat  be  de  trut'." 

"  O  well,  then  I  suppose  I 
can't  go!"  said  "Winnie  with  a 
sigh.  "  But  I  don't  know  what 
I  shall  do  with  myself  this  win- 
ter. If  I  could  only  read  good, 
and  had  some  books,  or  if  I  only 
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had  a  bird  or  a  squirrel  in  a 
cage  to  talk  to,  but  I  haint  got 
anything."  And  he  turned  away 
with  a  sad  heart,  and  went  to 
the  window  and  watched  the  old 
trees  as  they  swayed  to  and  fro 
in  the  cold  wind. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


Winnie 
got  tired 
of  standing  by 
the  window 
watching  the 
and  so  he  put 
his  hat  and  ran 
to  see  what  he 
find  to  amuse 
himself.  But  there 
was  nothing  to  be  heard  only 
the  wind  rustling  the  dry  leaves, 
and  nothing  to  be  seen  but  a 
flock  of  crows  that  went  flying 


trees, 


out 
could 
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hither  and  thither,  and  finally 
settled  down  like  a  great  black 
cloud  upon  the  top  of  a  tall 
tree,  where  they  held  a  noisy 
talk. 

"Winnie  watched  them  with  a 
good  deal  of  interest,  and  won- 
dered what  they  were  talking 
about,  for  talking  he  thought 
they  must  be,  and  finally  he 
wished  he  were  a  crow  that  he 
might  be  among  them  and  hear 
all  they  said,  and  talk  with  them 
too.  And  the  louder  they  chat- 
tered the  more  he  wished  to  be 
one  of  them,  for  he  thought  they 
must  feel  very  merry,  and  by  and 
by  he  cried  aloud  in  an  eager, 
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earnest  voice,  "  O  I  guess  I  do 
wish  I  was  a  crow  I" 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !"  laughed  a  voice 
close  beside  him.  "  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
now  if  that  aint  funny !" 

Winnie  was  greatly  startled  to 
find  that  some  one  was  so  near 
him,  but  he  was  so  bashful  he 
did  not  dare  turn  round  to  see 
who  it  was,  but  started  and  ran 
toward  home. 

"  Ho,  ho !  not  so  fast,  my  little 
lad!"  cried  his  pursuer,  and  a 
hand  was  laid  upon  his  shoulder, 
so  he  was  obliged  to  stop,  but 
greatly  against  his  will.  "  Now 
let  me  see  who  you  are  and  how 
you  look!"  said  the  voice,  and 
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"Winnie's  head  was  held  up  be- 
tween two  hands.  "  Well,  I 
don't  see  why  you  need  be  so 
put  out  with  yourself.  I  don't 
see  why  you  wish  to  be  a  crow 
or  anything  else,  for  my  part. 
You're  a  real  nice  looking  little 
fellow,  for  all  you've  got  such  an 
old  hat,  and  I  like  you  first-rate. 
Come,  now,  look  up  and  see  how 
you  like  me." 

"Winnie  felt  so  much  pleased 
by  the  cheery  words  that  he 
ventured  to  lift  up  his  eyes, 
and  he  saw  a  boy  much  taller 
than  himself  looking  down  upon 
him  out  of  a  pair  of  roguish  black 
eyes. 
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"  "Well,  my  little  lad,  you  aint 
afraid  of  me  now,  are  yon  ?"  said 
the  boy. 

"Winnie  shook  his  head. 

"Well  you  needn't  be,  I 
guest,  for  Hie  Hall  never  hurt 
anything  yet,  not  even  a  fly. 
But  come,  you*  haint  told  me  yet 
how  you  like  me." 

Winnie  smiled,  but  could  not 
summon  courage  to  speak. 

"Fie,  now,  don't  be  so  fool- 
ish !  You've  got  a  tongue,  haint 
you?" 

Winnie  nodded  assent  and 
thrust  out  his  tongue. 

"  O  yes,  you've  got  a  tongue  I 
see,  and  a  good  long  one  too. 
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It  looks  as  if  it  might  run 
pretty  fast  if  it  were  only  set 
a  going.  Come  now,  see  if 
this  long  tongue  can't  tell  me 
what  your  name  is,"  and  Hie 
playfully  caught  hold  of  his 
tongue. 

"Winnie  laughed,  but  did  not 
reply. 

"Come,  little  boys  that  have 
got  tongues  must  use  them. 
Come,  now,  tell  me  what  is 
your  name  ?"  and  the  boy  pat- 
ted him  coaxingly  upon  his 
shoulder. 

"My  name  is  "Winnie  Cole- 
man,"  replied  Winnie  with  a 
little  effort,  beginning  to  feel 
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more  at    ease   with  the  warm- 
hearted, friendly  boy. 

"  So  then  you  can  talk  I  see, 
Winnie  Coleman  ;  well,  that's  a 
nice  name  for  such  a  nice  little 
boy.  And  my  name  is  Hiram 
Hall.  The  boys  all  call  me  Hie, 
and  I  like  that  a  great  deal  bet- 
ter, for  Hiram  is  too  grave  a 
name  for  such  a  lad  as  me. 
But  come  now,  "Winnie,  I'm 
curious  to  know  what  you  wanted 
to  be  a  crow  for  ?  Ha,  ha,  that 
was  funny !  If  I  wished  to  be 
anything  with  wings  it  certainly 
wouldn't  be  a  crow.  I  wouldn't 
want  to  be  quite  so  black,  or 

have  so  harsh  a  voice." 
3 


34:       WIXXIE  A^TD  HIS  PETS. 

"  O  well,  they  seemed  so  hap- 
py on  that  old  tree,  talking  so 
fast  and  loud,  I  couldn't  help 
wishing  to  be  one  of  'em,"  re- 
plied Winnie,  quite  ready  to  talk 
now  he  had  begun. 

"  Happy !"  cried  Hie  in  sur- 
prise, "  why,  aint  you  happy  { 
I  didn't  know  that  little  boys 
like  you  were  ever  anything 
else."  . 

"Well,  but  I  haint  got  any- 
thing to  talk  to  but  old  Ursa, 
and  she's  asleep  all  the  time  in 
'  the  chimney  corner.  I  haint 
got  no  mother,  or  brother,  or 
sister ;  if  I  had  I  wouldn't  get  so 
lonesome." 
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"Poor  little  boy,  I  pity  you!" 
said  Hie  tenderly.  "  I  guess  if  I 
were  so  friendless  I  would  be  un- 
happy too,  and  wish  to  be  a 
crow." 

"  But  I  wouldn't  be  unhappy 
if  I  only  had  that  beautiful  gray 
squirrel  up  yonder  in  a  cage,  or 
even  a  little  gray  bird." 

"  Is  that  all  it  would  take  to 
make  you  happy?"  said  Hie  in 
surprise.  "  Well,  you  shall  have 
a  gray  squirrel,  a  tame  one,  and 
a  bird,  not  a  little  gray  one,  but 
a  beautiful  robin  that  sings,  O  so 
sweetly!  I  have  got  'em  both 
at  home  in  nice  cages ;  but  I'm 
going  away  to  school  to-morrow. 
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and  I  know  Bridget  and  Debby 
wont  take  good  care  of  'em,  so 
I'll  bring  'em  both  down  this 
afternoon  in  my  carriage  and 
give  'em  to  you." 

"  O  how  good  yon  are!"  cried 
"Winnie,  his  eyes  sparkling  with 
delight.  "  But  will  you  really 
come  ?" 

"Yes,  I'll  really  come.  Hie 
Hall  does  always  just  as  he  says, 
you  may  be  sure  of  that.  But  I 
must  go  now,  for  I'm  so  hungry 
I'm  in  a  hurry  for  my  dinner. 
I've  been  away  beyond  the 
woods  and  I've  got  more'ii  a 
mile  to  walk  yet,  so  good  morn- 
ing, little  "Winnie." 
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And  Hie  walked  rapidly  away, 
and  Winnie  ran  into  the  house 
to  tell  his  good  fortune  to  old 
Ursa. 
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CHAPTEK  IT. 

!S?IGHT  was 
fast       ap- 

r^i^^  proacliing 
but  Hie  Hall  did 
not  come  with 
the  squirrel  and 
the  bird.  Winnie 
had  been  on  the 
watch  for  hours.  He 
was  so  restless  he 
could  not  stay  in  the 
house  a  moment,  but  stood  like  a 
sentinel  out  by  the  fence,  looking 
eagerly  in  the  distance,  and  every 
now  and  then  he  would  run  far 
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down  the  road  to  see  if  Hie  were 
not  coming.  But  by  and  by 
when  the  air  grew  chilly,  and 
the  sun  hid  his  bright  face  be- 
hind the  hills,  "Winnie's  heart 
grew  heavy;  he  could  hope  no 
longer,  and  he  turned  away 
and  went  slowly  into  the  house 
with  two  big  tears,  which  he 
had  struggled  manfully  to  keep 
back,  trickling  down  his  cheeks. 
Ursa  was  busy  getting  their 
evening  meal,  and  "Winnie  crept 
into  one  corner  of  the  fire- 
place and  sat  down  upon  the 
hearth,  for  he  felt  very  cold 
now  the  task  of  watching  was 
over. 
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By  and  by  a  carriage  drove 
up  in  front  of  the  house.  Win- 
nie did  not  hear  it,  the  fire  made 
such  a  crackling,  and  it  rolled  so 
lightly  along ;  but  he  heard  the 
rap  at  the  door,  and  he  sprang 
and  opened  it,  and  there  stood  a 
colored  boy  with  a  cage  in  each 
hand.  "O  you've  brought  my 
bird  and  squirrel,  haint  you?" 
said  "Winnie,  full  of  joy  at  the 
sight. 

"  Yes,  I'se  bring'd  'em,"  said 
the  boy;  "Massa  Hie  couldn't 
come  wid  'em  hisself,"  and  he  set 
the  cages  down. 

"Winnie  was  very  grateful  for 
the  present,  and  sent  many 


WINNIE  AND  HIS  PETS.      41 

warm  thanks  to  his  new-found 
friend. 

The  bird  and  the  squirrel 
proved  a  great  blessing  to  Win- 
nie ;  he  never  wearied  of  feeding 
and  talking  to  them,  and  they 
were  so  much  company  for  him 
that  he  never  got  lonely  through 
the  long  dreary  hours  of  winter. 
Spry  and  Warblie,  for  these  were 
their  names,  never  suffered  for 
the  want  of  care,  for  "Winnie 
was  very  kind  and  tender  of 
them,  and  they  seemed  to  love 
him  almost  as  much  as  he  did 
them. 

When  the  winter  passed  away 
and  the  sweet  spring-time  came, 
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Winnie  would  hang  the  cages 
out  upon  a  tree  in  pleasant  days, 
and  he  was  pleased  to  see  that  his 
pets  enjoyed  the  balmy  air  and 
soft  sunshine  almost  as  much  as 
he  did. 

One  bright  morning  in  May, 
while  Winnie  was  under  the  old 
hickories  gathering  some  fresh 
young  chickweed  for  his  robin, 
he  stopped  to  listen  to  the  birds 
and  squirrels  that  were  singing 
and  chattering  merrily  away 
up  in  the  trees.  The  birds  flew 
hither  and  thither,  the  squirrels 
sprang  from  bough  to  bough, 
and  darted  in  and  out  among 
the  leaves,  and  as  Winnie  watch- 
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ed  them  he  felt  glad  that  they 
were  so  happy. 

But  while  he  looked  and  list- 
ened to  the  joyous  little  crea- 
tures a  cloud  passed  over  his 
sunny  brow ;  there  seemed  to  be 
a  great  struggle  in  his  breast ;  his 
lip  quivered  and  tears  gathered 
in  his  eyes.  For  some  time  he 
seemed  not  to  know  what  to  do  ; 
but  by  and  by  he  brushed  away 
his  tears  and  then  ran  homeward, 
and  going  directly  up  to  the 
cages  opened  both  the  doors,  and 
in  an  instant  out  flew  "Warblie, 
and  away  ran  Spry  up  into  the 
top  of  the  tallest  old  hickory.* 

*  See  Frontispiece. 
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"  There,  I  knew  they  wanted 
to  get  out !"  said  Winnie,  as  he 
watched  them.  "I  know  they 
wanted  to  be  with  the  happy 
birds  and  squirrels  away  up  in 
those  great  trees.  But  O  I 
couldn't  bear  to  let  Warblie 
and  Spry  go.  But  I'll  never 
keep  anything  again  shut  up 
in  a  cage  that  God  made  to  be 
free." 

"Winnie  missed  his  pets  very 
much,  and  the  tears  would  come 
into  his  eyes  as  he  thought  of 
them ;  but  he  was  not  sorry  that 
•  he  had  let  them  go,  for  he  knew 
that  they  must  be  far  happier 
living  among  the  beautiful  trees 
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tlian  they  were  shut  up  in  little 
close  cages. 

One  morning,  while  Winnie 
was  working  in  his  garden,  a 
gentleman  on  horseback  reined 
up  to  the  fence,  and  after  telling 
"Winnie  he  was  Hie  Hall's  fa- 
ther, inquired  after  Warblie  and 
Spry. 

Winnie  felt  a  little  frightened 
at  first  to  think  he  had  let  them 
out ;  but  he  told  the  truth  about 
it,  and  the  gentleman  said  that 
he  had  done  right,  and. promised 
to  send  him  a  pet  which  would 
not  want  to  be  flying  about  in 
the  trees,  but  would  always  stay 
by  him  without  being  shut  up  in 
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a  cage.  And  that  same  day 
Winnie  received  from  the  gentle- 
man a  beautiful  black  dog,  with 
which  he  was  so  delighted  that 
he  mourned  no  longer  for  War- 
blie  and  Spry. 


THE  END. 
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